PROLOGUE 


To the Northern Laſs. By 7. HAINES. 


F any here, this Prologue, does cry down, 
| Henceforth Ile not allow one Wit 1th Town : 
As Houſes haunted with 11] Spirits, arc 


All Noiſe, and Lies, ſuch, 1s our Theatre. 

_ Ye ralk of Wits, the Devil a W:t 1s here. 
Whercfore to Ict you know 

What Wir 1s nor, I think can't be amils, 

For no man here, I me ſure, knows what 1t 15. 


Firſt then, 


Wit 1s no Scarf upon Phantaſtick Hips, 

Nor an affetted Cringe, tapproach the Lips. 

"Tis not, [gad, 0 Lord, or, tet me ic, 

Nor 1s 1t Damme yc Son of a Whore, ye Lie: 
'Tisnot to tell how lewd you were laſt Night, 

' What Watches, Wenches, Windows felt your ſpite ; 
Nor 15, 't an abuſive Epilogue, 

Nor being Drunk, and cry, more Wine ye Dog : 
"Tis not the Pert, Dull, Nonſenſe, ery day 
Ye tcaze the Gallery Nymphs with, who t© each Play, 
Like Weavers, with unlawfull Ergines, come 

And manage twenty Shuttles with one Loom; 
Whilſt honcſt /abozrers that uſe bur one, 

_ For want of work, lie fftz, and are undone : 

'T1s not your Scholar, Travler, nor Math matician, ) 
Poet, nor Player, and taith tis no Phyſician : ; 
Were I now c/apt I were 1n a fweet condition. 

"Tis none of theſe, that, ſingly, Wit can. be, 
Bur all in one man. meeting s, Wit, that's Me. 


EP - 


. | Spoken by Mrs. Butler. 


Gentlemen, 


HE N this Old Play firſt came upon the Stage, 
You ſee 'twas &en like now, a Whoring Age. 
And youre Forefathers, in thoſe Grandame days, 
Kind, much like you for Wit, and Vertu praiſe. 
Wherefore I mean Yadviſe you all to Night : 
Give good attention, Sparks, and profit by't. 
I've long ſince obſerv'd, with mighty grief of mind, 
Youre hke my Knight, to Widows much inclin'd : 
They'regrown a common Vice, Match-maker ell *em ; 
Ugly or Old ſome buy 'em, others ſteal 'em. 
Conſider by a Youth, well Made, well bred, 
Much in his Veins, though little in his Head, 
Shou'd quit Delights, yet hardly well enjoy'd, 
Shou'd be ſo ſoon with Love's ſweet Manna cloy'd, 
And on that Nancious bir, a Widow, venter, 


That rank Zgyptian Fleſh-pot with a Joynter. 

A Widow ! what's a Widow ? Let me ſee, 

Nothing ſo like a Sapleſs hollow Tree. 

And thus the Parallel! moſt aptly holds, 

The Schreech-Owl's in her Branches when ſhe ſcolds. 
She with much Moſly rottenneſs o'regrown, 
From her late Husband's and her own, 

Who weeds her lives a Priſoner in a Tomb, 

Decay'd, diſquiet, and Ile ſmell his Doom. 

Hee's haunted all the 'Day with jealous Sprights, 

And horrid, due Beneyolence a Nights : 

The poor endeav'ring Creature does his beſt, 

Yet the foul Fiend, as greedy as before, 

Still with unſatiate Fury, yells out more. 

Which Curſe light on you all tor your deceiving, 
While we poor Younlings are too much believing, 
He who next wrongs a kind yielding Maid, 

Too apt, by ſpecious Oaths to be betray d, 

In recompence for Spouls ſo baſely got, 

That bottomleſs pit of Widow be his Lot. 


—— ——_— 
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